
The Rosebud in Leqt,
When Lent has come she bids good-by
To all her pleasures with a sigh.
And goes, with pensive, downcast eye,

To dally prayer.
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Through all the weary weeks of Lent,
This pretty, pensive penitent,

With sun-spun hair?

She who was gayest of the gay.
Who laughed and loved through all her day,
And dressed not to decollete

On opera nights;

Who danced and flirted, played and sung,
But to her lovers, old and young,
Denied, until their hearts were wrung.

True lovers' rights.

What was her crime? She only knows.
Maids have their secrets, I suppose;
There is a thorn to every rose,

Though sweet its scent.
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The grievous thing she did to me.

And of her coldness to my plea
She now repents!
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Jl?ey flad Or?*.
MR. TENSPOT.I don't think I would put in so

much time hunting up genealogies, my dear. Adam
and Eve had no family tree.
MRS. TENSPOT.My impression is that they

had.
MR. TENSPOT.Indeed?
MRS. TENSPOT.Yes; the apple tree.
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fi Dubious F^etraetior).
MRS. NEWED.You have always accused me of

putting all my money on my back.
NEWED.I apologize, my dear. At Easter I see

you put it all on your head.
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Tfare U/ere Others.
The Right Bower nestled in his hand;
Of little did he reck.

But then, alas! 'twas not the only
Trump card in the deck.
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Sure Deatl?.
HILLIS.What would you do if you were hauntedby a fear of being buried alive?
WILLIS.Steal a horse in Texas.
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1. TOY SELLER.Here you are! Here you are
derful automatic toys!

Mid-Lenten /.dVenture.
How unworldly she looked as she left the rhuroh

with her hymnal clasped in her gloved hands and
with the music of the great organ pulsing at her
back. Her eyes were dbwncast, her sweet face
sad. Lenten meditations filled her mind.
"How do yovi do, Gladys," she almost whispered,

the faintest of Lenten smiles curling her red lips.
"Beautiful service, was it not?"
The tall, queenly girl she had thus addressed

made reply in the same subdued manner.
"Lovely!" she cried softly. "Bishop Whiterobe

was so .touching. The sermon was one of his best.
Were it not for that sermon I should this minute
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Easter-bonnet."
Up the avenue they walked. A block from the

church a Lenten thaw seemed to have set in and
their faces brightened. Two blocks away they
were talking vivaciously, and when three blocks
had been covered smiles and dimples were playing
hide and seek in each beautiful countenance.
"Oh, Gladys, I must tell you of the adventure I

had Sunday night," said Julia.she of the sad face
and the downcast eyes. "Mrs. De Reuter gave a
very quiet, informal Sunday night tea to a few.a
very few.friends, and on account of Lent".here
Julia cautiously glanced around."it was not
talked about to any great extent beforehand, you
know. But we all felt terribly guilty, because the
bishop's sermon that night took to task the people
who fail to strictly observe Lent. Such people he
denounced in the most bitter terms, and if I had
not promised Mrs. De Reuter that mamma and I
would surely come we would have gone directly
home from church.
"Well, we went in fear and trembling, and thinkingall the time, 'What if the bishop should learn

of our presence there?' Even at the door we were

tempted to cry 'Retro Satanas De Reuter!' and
turn back, but in we went, and we had a perfectly
lovely time."
"Do you suppose the bishop heard of it?" Gladys

inquired with a scared face.
"Oh, yes. I'm sure he did."
"Has he said anything about it?"
"No. and I hardly think he will."
"You hardly think he will! Weren't vou in terror

at the thought that he might speak of it in this
afternoon's sermon?" gasped Gladys. /t/tkG1
"Not at all. dear You see the bishop and his

wife were both there themselves."
<S.<«y*>

"T wonder why servants don't patronize the intelllgencfoffices more"" ,

"Oh 1 -eems oi t of place there, I suppose."
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1. Miss Sweetly's Easter bonnet wa: a
'Twas covered o'er with po: ;es that :
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CHAPLEY.If I stwuck him do you think he
KEEPER.Shure. If ye shtruck me Oi'd kite
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would bite me?
yez mesilf.
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CLLER (as old gentleman returns
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splendor to diminish. 'j
\ this disastrots finish. f

Sym us of Spriqg.
To his ork the Sicilian now turns his handOrgana J / in the street;
me cop in the far : puns the festive young cow.

Slips that blows fresh on his beat.

And out in the j ird( n I ga se it the bum.
Ble bee s.i he rt ith the rose.

While the © e . I rapidly turning to whiteWashingto earn, him his clothes.
i

The jovial fa* r c .lling the turn.
Ip front tne ^ I alt an< drear.

f nt f . of t ol -tBt to be r tn.

Ding their Spring 5 is of last year.

And thi o the farmer is breaking her leg.
Home that will sit on the: nests;

While the tern, tattered tramp lies asleep by the
dog.

v Wood tree, and he snores as he rests. .

On ev side now we see the glad snow .

Drh ds gp-ily sing.
And the loveliest thing on the land Is the s< a.

Son that the people call Spring!

U/cll Heeled.
The youthful tron In the milliner's shop

turned her back 1 r the moment on th» gorgeous
display of Easter bonnets.
''Thank heaven, there are"
She took-a $20 bill from her plump pocketb- k

and gazed at it long and lovingly ere she turr d
to make her choice.

"others."

Patl^r prep\atun{.
JOHNNY.Ma v\aere can I find 'he clothes

brush?
MA.What do you want It for?
JOHNNY.Well, Pa said he was going to dust

my Jacket for not going to school yesterday, and
I thought that w ave him the trouble.

Dome$ti^ Eeor)' ?y
ELSIE.lioo- >ho< Nurs< apped ne.

MAMMA.& must not dc again. As L y
as not she 11 w t to be pa extra for g :

when I can slap you .ust a ell myself ai save*

the expense.

ft Cc 4 Excuse
EMPLOYER.V. m, \ hat's the time A da
OFFICE BOY.I c£ i t te 1, sir. I got me e<idi< ationat a night school.
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4. "'Heavens! I've 't .n sure!

Jl Sure Thing.
He was making- an evening- call, an<\ she was

showing him some of her porcelain. It was beautifulporeela, i, and she prized it like anything.
I is a Sevrer, plate," she said, "that mamma

sought only yesterday for me. It Is so pretty that
just want to use and get the benefit of it. I'm

lot one of h se j sons who don like to toue
inythini- ause is val oabl and never get thi
/alue of it at all."
"Why don'; you ii -n " as) d the young man.

'Well, I'm so afraid of the kitchen girl. She's
so careless, you know, and she's likely as not to
ireak it all to smithereens."

I'll fix that f9r you,"'said the young man. 1 tkngthe plate gently from her hand, he drew our
lis knife and u if the b <d s ut. H
ng the knife by ti tip of the blade, .e g i.ve

:mart rap against the beautiful and frail .Sev?
date, and nicked a small piece from the etve. "lie i
lick was barely perceptible but th< young wom..n
itarted forward in horror.
"'Heavens and ear ' she cried, ' it >a.ve you

lone0 You brol my plat you ho d retch, n

(urpose! I^eave the 1 use instantlj say!"
She oould barely contain her elf.
But the young man remain aim and unr he

de returned the knife to his ocket and hand
he plate back to her.
"It will never be broken n w," he murmured

vith a smile.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Don't you know," he replied, "that p.n article
hat ha- < 1 nicked or slightly dan ig^d
tever-broker entirely from that time onward, bui
arts a li -time? Nobody will ever notice that
light def' ct, or it wont hurt if they do, but th
date is safe n<w t r years and years."
And lo. 'twas so
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Oi> Board 6f/ipl
SKIPPER.Do you think we'll have much of a

>low this Sabbath morning?
MATE.Dunno, shouldn't wonder!
"Nor'wester?"
Naw, aster
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lr> XraiT>ir><^.
DELLA.Why re ypu st nding be:or« th^ -

orand screwing uy you face t h un v

hapes?
BELLA.I'n\ practicing a Jo '* e : t

rhe girls are going to give me a f pi iae party
o-night.


